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tractions amounting to convulsions. When Laurence, the
gaoler, came to make my bed and sweep out my cell, he
brought me two big volumes, which I carefully abstained
from opening, as I knew that the sight of their titles would
cause me a movement of indignation, which it would be
impossible for me to suppress, and the spy would carefully
describe it to the inquisitors. One of the books was called
The Mystical City, by Sister Mary of Jesus of Agrada*
The other was The Adoration of the Sacred Heart of our
Lord Jesus Christ, by the Jesuit, Father Caravita. This
second one did not appeal to me particularly, but The
Mystical City looked interesting.
The book was published with the permission of the Holy
and Horrible Inquisition, and this was, to my mind, the.
most astonishing thing of all about it, for, so far from
exciting zeal or fervour for religion in one's mind, it seemed
to me only calculated to make one treat Christian mysteries
and Christian dogma as fabulous.